CHAPTER IX
Central Europe, Italy, Athens, and
Salonika in 1919
I SET out once more for Constantinople in the first
days of April, 1919. Slowly and only with much
labour I travelled across Central Europe. I left
an England still wild with excitement and dancing and
the pleasures of life. The men had come home from
the army with their pockets full of money and no cares
for the future. But in Europe all system and organiza-
tion had broken down. Everywhere there was confu-
sion and with it famine and despair. Starvation and
Bolshevism were twin brothers and together they raced
a neck-and-neck race with the harvest that was just
coming green in the fields. In Switzerland the valleys
were full of the sound of the newly released streams
that sang of spring and of food to come,
As we came out of the Alps on to the plains beyond
we met the spring as she came singing and dancing
out of the dusty East. But it was only the promise of
plenty, and, if civilization was to be saved, there was
need at once of food and comfort. In Italy itself, one
of the victors, there were profound political upheavals
and strikes and discord.
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